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Chide noticed the Invariable way in which Marsham's
name dropped between them, whenever it was introduced
in this connection,
As they neared the gate of the town they parted, Chide
returning to the hotel} while Ferrier, the most indefatigable
of sightseers, hurried off towards San Pietro.
He spent a quiet hour on the Peraginos, deciding how-
ever with himself in the end that they gave him hut a
moderate pleasure; and then came out again into the
glow of an incomparable evening. Something in the light
and splendour of the scene, as he lingered on the high
terrace, hanging over the plain, looking down as though
from the battlements, the flagmntw moenia of some
celestial city, challenged the whole life and virility of
the man.
' Yet what ails me ?' he thought to himself curiously;
and quite without anxiety. 'It is as though I were
listening—for the approach of some person or event—as
though a door were open—or about to open—'
"What more natural ?—in this pause before the fight ?
And yet politics seemed to have little to do with it.
The expectancy seemed to lie deeper, in a region of the
sou! to which none were or ever had been admitted,
except some friends of his Oxford youth,—long since
dead.
And, suddenly, the contest which lay before him
appeared to him under a new aspect, bathed in a broad
philosophic air; a light serene and transforming, like the
light of the Umbrian evening. Was it not possibly true
that he had no future place as the leader of English
Liberalism? Forces were welling up in its midst, forces
oi violent and revolutionary change, with which it might
well be he had no power to cope. He saw himself, in a
waMng dream, as one of the last defenders of a lost
position. The day of Utopias was dawning; and what

